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whirlpool of force, and compelled my enemy, Matter, to
obey-a living soul. But in enslaving Life's enemy I made
him Life's master; for that is the end of all slavery; and
now I shall see the slave set free and the enemy reconciled,
the whirlpool become all life and no matter/
The play draws to its close. Still the voice of Lilith is
heard. 'Of Life only there is no end; and though of its
million starry mansions many are empty and many still
unbuilt, and though its vast domain is as yet unbearably
desert, my seed shall one day fill it and master its matter
to the uttermost confines. And for what is beyond, the
eyesight of Lilith is too short. It is enough that there
is a beyond.'
As the curtain slowly falls, one can almost hear the roll
of cosmic drums.
The Life Force is too nebulous and impersonal a con-
ception of God to be embraced as a religion by many. But
can we lightly reject Shaw's description of religion as the
desire to be an instrument of a Purpose which far transcends
one's personal self and which, imbuing all past creation and
all creation to come, fills the spheres with its breath? Is
he not appealing to the religious urge in man when he
invites us to offer ourselves humbly and joyously for ravish-
ment by the Life Force? 'This,' cries his Don Juan, *is
the true joy of life; the being used for a purpose recognized
by yourself as a mighty one; the being thoroughly worn
out before you are thrown on the scrapheap; the being a
force of nature, instead of a feverish selfish little clod of
ailments and grievances, complaining that the world will
not devote itself to making you happy.' To pull and
push and strive forward, gropingly, but as best we may,
away from matter and towards spirit, with conscience
and curiosity for guides: this is the ecstasy of Creative
Evolution.
Once when tub-thumping in Hyde Park and finding in
his audience only two policemen patrolling there to keep
order, Shaw, nothing fazed, treated the pair to a quiet and
fluent oration on Socialism for an hour. Much in the same
way, if we can imagine so weird a spectacle as that of Shaw
in his red-bearded days enlisting (surely by compulsion) in